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a 
EARTHMAN 
808 BURKE, LONE 
CASTAWAY ON MARS, 
BATTLES WITH 

MERCURIAN KILLERS 
70 SAVE A HIDEOUS 
MONSTER --ANO WITH 

AN AMAZING RESULT! 


| Foe SEVEN LONG, MISERABLE YEARS I LIVED 

ALONE ON THE MARTIAN SOUTH DESERT--THE SOLE 

( SURVIVOR OF A SPACESHIP CRASH! SURE~ THERE | 
WAS ENOUGH TO EAT--AND I'D iMIPROVISEO A 

\ SHELTER OUT OF THE REMAINS OF THE WRECKED 
SHIP, ~ 


5 
| BUT THE LONELINESS WAS MADDENING/ IN ALL THAT 


WAS A LITTLE GWUD--AN UGLY BUT INTELLIGENT, 
ALERT CREATURE THAT FOLLOWED ME LIKE A 
FAITHFUL 00G ! 


TIME, THE CLOSEST THING TO A HUMAN BEING I SAW 


IO EVEN BE HAPPY TO 
SEE ONE OF THOSE SCALY 
HOT-TEMPERED 
PLUTONIANS / 


THEN, ONE DAY WHEN I RE: TURNED FROM “PROBABLY 3LY ANOTHER) 
HUNT/NG, AND WAS APPROACHING MY BIG LIZARD HAS 
HUT, MY GWUD POINTED TO IT, AND CRAWLED INSIDE! 
CHATTERED WARNINGLY!, LET'S INVESTIGATEL 


A HAND! AN. 
G/ANT HAND... 
WITH EYES! 


\ / NEVER MIND THAT! 
WHO-- WHAT ARE You 7 YOUIRE STRANDED 
WHERE DID YOU HERE, AREN'T YOu ? IF 
COME FROM ¥ YOU WOULD LIKE TO 
RETURN TO EARTH, DLL 
HELP YoU GO |T-- IF You 
WILL PROVIDE FOOD AND 
SHELTER FOR 
A WHILE! 


DO _NOT BE 

ALARMED, EARTH- 

MAN! I CAN BE YOUR 
i porn i Feeney s Ie you, 

We LP Mi 

git {ei ) aa : 


jit ay if "i 


| | T 700K SOME OF MY BELONGINGS AND SPENT | 

THAT NIGHT IN THE OPEN! BUT EVEN WITH MY 
[omc BESIDE ME, I DIDN'T DARE FALL ASLEEP. 

To RAM IT WITH My SPEAR-- BUT THERE WAS 7 


SOMETHING COMPELLING ABOUT THOSE EYES THIS IS RIDICULOUS,! L'VE GIVEN UP 
PEERING FROM THE HAND! yg MY HOME To A FANTASTIC BEING 

7 pL AM PLEASED WITH THAT MAY MURDER ME / 

/T'M PROBABLY A YOUR ATTITUDE! IT 

FOOL TO AGREE TO 

SUCH A CRAZY YOU HAVE DECIDED 

BARGAIN-- BUT T'LL A AS YOU HAVE! 

TAKE A CHANCE! = 


WEXT MORNING E BROUGHT FOOD TO | (I CONTINUED PROVIDING FOR THE GIANT HAND CREATURE ! IT CAME OUT ONLY AT 
MY LOOGER.,. MIGHT! MY FLESH CREPT TO SEE /T CRAWLING, CRAB-LIKE, ACROSS THE 
THANK you / I “al —_ 
REQUIRE ONE MORE THING-- THAT 
YOU INFORM ME AT ONCE OF THE 
APPROACH OF ANY SHIP OR PEOPLE! 


‘You SHOULD HAVE NO. 
WORRY THERE! YOU'RE 
THE FIRST BEING TO 
COME THIS WAY IN 
SEVEN YEARS/ 


| wwar A mioEous 
THING! WHERE COULD IT 

| HAVE COME FROM P WHAT 

"1B [T DOING HERE 7 


| Witnn AFEW DAYS THAD BECOME FED \ Frew I SAW /T-- THE FIRST SPACESHIP IN SEVEN YEARS! IT H/SSED 
LP ON THE SITUATION! THE HAND WOULD DOWN TOA QUICK LANDING CLOSE BY! SHOUTING FOR JOY AT THIS 

| EXPLAIN NOTHING! I DECIDED TO FORCE | | PROSPECT OF ESCAPE, I RACED TOMEET THE TWO FIGURES THAT 
[7 OUT! AS I STRODE TOWARD THE HUT, 7 

MY GWUO POINTED SKYWARD, AN 

CHAT TERED EXCITEDLY, 


OLD FELLOW ? 
T DON'T SEE 
ANYTHING / 


(My Joy WAS SHORT LIVED! THE FIGURES ) TELL US-- HAVE YOU THAT SHANTY--IGN'T IT MADE \ 
) WERE THOSE OF A) SEEN ANYTHING OF OF PARTS OF A SPACESHIP 2 
(MERCURIANS! A SMALL VENUSIAN 
SPACESHIP LATELY F YES, E MADE IT FROM 
a THE SPACESHIP THAT ) 
ANSWER TRUTHFULLY, BROUGHT ME HERE! 


EARTHMAN ! A LIE 


COULD COST YOU 
YOUR LIFE / 


EXCEPT YOURS, I HAVE 


SEEN NO SPACESHIP LET'S HAVE 
FOR SEVEN YEARS / e 


A LOOK! 


(Phanrrec ay A FEEBLE SENSE OF THE MERCURIANS WHEELED! | FoR A MOMENT I WAS 
LOYALTY TO THE THING IN MY HUT, L \\ owe FIRED! — IW StinNeo 47 SIGHT OF MY 
SIGNALED TOMY GWUD TO SPEAK IF “* i DEAD FRIEND! THEN 
THE HAND CREATURE WAS NOT i WHIPPED OUT MY KNIFE... 
ALREADY AWARE OF THE STRANGERS, ide 
THE GWUD'S LOUD CHATTERING WAS : = 
SUFFICIENT WARNING! " : 


FLUSHED WITH RAGE-- AND ny Of SOE MV I 
REALIZING IT WOULD PROBABLY a Bur? bys 


BE MY LAST MOVE--I LET THE A THE MVE ot > 
KNIFE PLY! AT Tite SAME MOMENT )\\ /) 2 f 


LS 
OHO! OUR SAVAGE FRIEND. 
WANTS TO PLAY! ALL RIGHT, 


EARTHMAN! YOU START THE / 
GAME--AND T'LL END IT! / 


we 


as THE SNEERING MERCURIAN FIRED! | we Of HEAVY wg 
MANAGED To DODGE THE FLAME | x Mag KMPE Zé 4 
SHAFTS , FOUND % ‘4 v7 5 

bE ims 4G) 


© £ INTENDED ff pif 


| The OTHER MERCURIAN RAISED H/5 GUN! \- THE FIRE HAD COME FROM THE HUT! THE MERCURIAN | 
| IN ANOTHER SECOND I WOULD BE DEAD! \ ty) | WT THE GROUND, AND RETURNED THE FIRE WITH A 
BUT IN THAT SECOND A THIN SHAFT OF FULL BLAST OF SEARING ATOM FLAME / 


|W ANOTHER INSTANT I HAD THE DEAD MAN'S GUN. v) | BeroRe EITHER OF US COULD FIRE, ANOTHER BURST OF | 
| FLAME FROM MY HUT SIZZLED INTO THE INTRUDER! J 


Bur A B0L7 OF FLAME FROM THE HUT BARRED MY WAY) 
EVERYTIME I MOVED TOWARD THE SHIP/ 


THIS (8 IT! THANKS TO THAT 
THING IN MY HUT BEING ARMED, 
NOW I CAN GRAB THAT SHIP 
ANO GET OUT OF HERE / 


Pe 


dal\\ 


| THEN I WAS THANKFUL FOR THOSE DETAINING, CHARGES!) {fr LOOPED AROUNO AND HEADED TOWARD ME! 4 
| THE SPACESHIP ROARED INTO A TAKE-OFF! = <= ——s 


=< 


0 (7 _THERE WAS: 
OG SOMEONE IN 17 
a ALL THE TIME! 


| BErorE I COULD REACH THE HUT, FLAMES HISSED OUT | 
eee See | 


[ LALING MYSELF OV THE OPPOSITE SIDE OF THE HUT, AND] 
| OF THE PURSUING SHIP'S NOSE GUN 


CROUCHED THERE WHILE THE SHIP STREAKED OVER TO | 
SPRAY IT WITH FLAME THAT ALL BUT MELTED THE HEAVY | 
SPACESHIP METAL... 


—— 
{ABOVE THE CRACKLE AND ROAR THERE WAS A SHRILL ) THE SHIP SPUN CRAZILY END FOR 
|SCREAM FROM WITHIN THE HUT! BUT I WAS UNHURT!| | END BEFORE CRASHING INTO 
THEN THERE WAS ANOTHER ROAR! THE SHIP HAD _] | THE SAND/ ¢ 

STRUCK A NEARBY CRAG ! HE WAS TOO : 
- (ANXIOUS TO GET ME TO LOOK Y« 


WHERE HE WAS GOING! yENN 
KSAT 

Ay WRN i 

WY 


» 
° 


PECTED TO SEE THE GIANT HAND SPAWLED ON | 
FLOOR! BUT, INSTEAD, THERE WAS bY 


BOARDER ! THE HUT ROOF /S 

iby PRETTY HOT YET, BUT I'D 
N SETTER GET IN THERE AND 

ORAG THAT THING OUT! 


@/ THAT'S THE END OF HIM !--AND 
“ PROBABLY THE END OF MY STAR 


{She WA0 FAINTED FROM THE HEAT! I CARRIED HER OUT! 
SHE OPENED HER EYES AND OREW BACK IN ALARM! 
THEN SHE CALMED DOWN AND LOOKED RESIGNED... 


WHO ARE YOU IAM FROM VENUST SOME 
HOW DID YOU OF US VENUSIANS HAVE THE \ 
GET HERE? HYPNOTIC ABILITY TO MAKE 

OURSELVES APPEAR IN 
VARIOUS FORMS / FOR 
SAFETY'S SAKE/ 
) BLINDED You To MY 
TRUE APPEARANCE! 
UNCONSCIOUS, I WAS. 
UNABLE TO CONTINUE 
THE ILLUSION / 


I AM TEBA, PRINCESS OF THE ROYAL VENUSIAN 
FAMILY/ I FLED WHEN MERCURIANS INVADED VENUS! 
KOGLOK, LEADER OF THE INVADERS, PURSUED ME 
FOR DAYS! HE SWORE THAT HE WOULD WIPE OUT 

ALL OUR PEOPLE,AND TAKE OVER OUR PLANET / 


I'M BEGINNING TO 
UNDERSTAND! THOSE 
MERCURIANS-- WERE 
THEY AFTER you? _/ 


—— 


ee 


{ YES, THAT was KOGLOK'S \ No! HIS SHIP 
SHIP AND HIS MEN/LKNEW ) CRASHED 


| HE MUST BE IN IT, SO L WHILE 
KEPT YOU FROM YOU WERE 
APPROACHING IT! ASLEEP! 


NOW THAT KOGLOK 
SUSPECTS I'M HERE, 
HE'LL BE BACK! 


THAT WAS REAL 
TEAMWORK, 
PRINCESS! 


THANKS To YOu, NOW \i% 
L'M_ FREE TO SAFELY { 
RETURN TO VENUS/ / 


( BUT DDION'T DIES 
SHOW ME WHERE YOUR 
SHIP IS, PRINCESS TEBA! 
T'LL BE LEAVING INIT _// 
AS SOON AS I'VE 

KILLEO BOTH 
OF you! x 


GAMBLING THAT TEBA WOULD DRAW 
AND FIRE THE INSTANT KOGLOK'S 
FULL ATTENTION WAS ON ME, I DIVED! 
FOR THE MERCURIAN'S LEGE! HIS 
GUN FLAME SINGED MY BACK... BUT 
TEBA FIRED, TOO!... 


| TEBA TOOK ME TO HER CONCEALED SPACESHIP... 


FUNNY THING / I'VE BEEN 
STRANCED HERE ALONE 
FOR SEVEN YEARS-- AND 
NOW THAT I KNOW I CAN 
LEAVE, I DON'T FEEL TOO 
ANXIOUS To Go! 


DON'T DISAPPOINT 
ME! YOU'RE GOING 
TO LIKE ITON 
P VENUS/ I. CAN 
PROMISE YOU 
THAT! 


IN THE FUTURE THERE WILL BE MIGRATIONS AND COLON/ZATIONS ON OTHER PLANETS, BUT BASICALLY 
MAN'S ANCIENT SICKNESS, "GREED" WiLL FOLLOW, SUCH WAS THE CASE OF SPACE COLONY, 

"GLEN 4"... A SMALL LINIMPORTANT COLONY THAT WAS LIKE A SMALL TOWN /N OUTER SPACE, 
COMPLETE WITH A POLICE FORCE,’ AND ALL THE PETTINESS OF CONFINED AREAS! /T WAS 


res Aono 


“ YOU BUILT IT, 
DYNE ! COMMAND 


x 


IT, NOW! ORDER 
(TOUT OF HERE! 


/ ss Ny 
I...I CAN'T, \ 

( 17S OUT OF 
\. CONTROL! 


I’M JAC LOMBARD, SPACE SQUAD IT BEGAN A 
DESK 4/ WE'VE CERTAINLY HAD A N/ ON THE NIGHT 
LOT OF WEIRD EXPERIENCES, IN 5 

OUR FOUR YEARS OF POLICE 

WORK! THERE WAS, FOR INSTANCE, 
THAT AFFAIR. IT CALL 
“THE CASE OF 
THE METAL 
MURDERER ' 


| THE MONSTROUS MECHANICAL 
"5 HUSBAND HEARD HER SCREAMS | \ LINDAMAGED BY THE RAYGUN, 
aaah RUNNING FROM THE HOUSE... THING STALKED AWAY / AN HOUR LATER THE WHOLE TOWN 
KNEW THAT NO ONE WAS SAFE... 
IT'S RUNNING AMOK... 


! NOBODY CAN 
MARTHA L ; STOP IT! 


GLEN 4 WAS TERRORIZED. JAKE KELLAR, WHOSE AUTO-SPACE REPAIR SHOP 
OFFICE... WAS THE LARGEST IN GLEN 4 HAD A TION. 
a Ti 


7 CAPTAIN WE'VE SEARCHED I THINK WE OUGHT To 
GREGG, IF YOUR EVERYWHERE. s GO_SEE EMIL_DYNE 
POLICE CAN'T DO AT HIS FACTORY/ 
SOMETHING OUR y 

GLEN 4 WILL 

BE RUINED! 


CWE... 


/’ DYNE ADVERTISES THAT HIS 
MACHINES CANNOT Go AMOK! 
BUT MAYBE THIS ONE |S. 

TAKING ORDERS BY 
REMOTE CONTROL! 


THIS ROBOT COULD 
BE CONTROLLED BY 
REMOTE CONTROL! IF 
THAT'S WHAT'S 
ME 7? THAT ROBOT HAPPENING... WELL. 
A COULDN'T HAVE ITIS RUINING YOU INVENTED 
BEEN MINE! 7 THE THINGS! 


Mayor GREEN'S INTERVIEW WITH THE FAMOUS ROBOT 
MANUFACTURER YIELDED NOTHING... 


YOU'RE BLAMING 


ARE YOU INSINUATING is a 

THAT IM MAKING THIS | Bur ANOTHER WEEK PASSED, 
ROBOT TERRORIZING ANO STILL THE BANDIT ROBOT 
THE TOWN 2 WHAT ROMPED UNCHECKED THROUGH 
ABOUT MY BUSINESS ? THE TINY SPACE COLONY. 

ALL THIS PUBLICITY... : 

\ PEOPLE ARE AFRAID ~ 

TO BUY MY ROBOTS / 

I'LL BE WIPED OUT! 44 


Ww 


| THEN ONE NIGHT OUR SPACE SQUAD 
| CHIEF SENT FOR BOB TRANT AND ME... 


TWO §.S, MEN ARE 
ORDERED TO GLEN 4. ] MEANS US, 
THAT ROBOT I SUPPOSE! 
BUSINESS! 


“REPORT TO CAPTAIN ON ALWAYS WORK 
{ GREGG OF THE GLEN4 


N SECRET... 
POLICE... L'O HAVE 
SENT YOU UP SEE CAPT'N GREGG... 
SECRETLY, OF 


/ LATER, TELL HIM YOU'RE 
COURSE, BUT... STUMPED AND ARE 
GOING HOME-- THEN 
PROWL ALL you 
LIKE 


THAT EVENING WE ROCKETED TO GLEN 4. 
ON THE WAY WE STUDIED THE CASE... 


MAYBE THAT FELLOW 
( JAKE KELLAR IS RIGHT, 
BOB! IT'S POSSIBLE 
EMIL DYNE KNOWS 
MORE ABOUT THIS 
THAN HE'LL ADMIT! 


On 
ARRIVING 
WE 

DECIDED 


GUESS THIS IS 
THE SHIPPING ja) 
ROOM! _Al 


WELL! WHAT 
ARE YOU DOING 


LET'S TRY 
ANP GET 
INSIDE/ 


WE'D BETTER 
WATCH OUT THAT 
SOMEBODY DOESN'T 
( TAKE A POTSHOT 


NOS IT!IS 
HUMAN / You 
GET HIM FROM 
THE OTHER 
SIDE! 


Look | 
SOMETHING'S: 
MOVING OVER 

THERE! A 
Rosor! / 


IN HERE ¥ 


We TOLO HER WE WERE FRIENDS OF HER 
FATHER'S... THAT HE HAD SUMMONED US 
SECRETLY! SHE ACTED PECULIAR ... 


/_ FATHER'S AWAY, ON 
BUSINESS! T... T DON'T 
KNOW WHEN HE'LL BE 
BACK ! GO AWAY. 


| 


HEN ACROSS THE ROOM THERE WAS 
ANOTHER MOVING FIGURE ... NOT HUMAN 
THIS TIME... 


“ IF I CAN GET 
(TS CHEST- FUSE 
OUT... DISCONNECT 


1T 1S! THE 
GLEN 4 ROGUE 
ROBOT! 


J 


My SHOTS WERE FUTILE AGAINST _ 


AINO IN ANOTHER INSTANT... 
THE MACHINE / I COULD ONLY STAND 


NUMBED WITH HORROR, WHILE... 4 \ 


LEFT AT HER INS/STANCE.., 
Rows 


WE DION'T GO FAI 


You OKAY ¥ FORA | ANITA _DYNE ACTED QUEERER 1 
MINUTE, I THOUGHT THAN EVER... 
YOU WERE GOING, #% 


TO BE CRUSHED! » OH, PLEASE 
=e Go! T'Lt 
BE ALL 
RIGHT! 


WE'LL WAIT 


SHE THINKS 
WE'VE GONE / 


We DIDN'T HAVE TO WAIT LONG / 


HOLD IT! MISS DYNE 
WHAT!S IN THAT 
PACKAGE 7 


‘SHE'S CARRYING 
SOMETHING / 
LOOKS PECULIAR 
TO ME/ 


it 


Ni 
Vi 
ny, 
t i 


AT FIRST SHE WAS SULLEN, BUT 
SHE BROKE DOWN... 


INSTEAD OF BEING THE CRIMINAL, IT SEEMED THAT DYNE 
wae. SHE VICTIM ... WE HID CLOSE TO ANITA'S MEETING 
%. " 


/ FATHER WAS ABDUCTED! 

I'M TO BRING A HUNORED 
THOUSAND PLATINUM 
DOLLARS! THE RANSOM 

? NOTE WARNED ME IF I 

TOLD _THE POLICE, FATHER 

WOULD BE KILLED! 


LooK! THE 
BANDIT 
ROBOT! 


[Thar KIO HAD GUTS! SHE 
| ALUNG THE PACKAGE AT THE 
GRUESOME MACHINE, AND 
SOON... 


— atl 
A HALF HOUR LATER... 


MAYBE IT'S 
JAKE KELLAR'S: GOT DyNE | 
MACHINE SHOP! IMPRISONED / 


IT'S COME 
TO COLLECT 
THE MONEY 

FOR ITS 
MASTER! 
T'Le 


Oyne ! CAN'T 
YOU CONTROL 
ITZ ORDER IT 
OUT OF HERE 


r...2 
CAN'T! (7S 
NOT WHAT 
YOU THINK! 


MIRACULOUSLY I WRIGGLED FREE! AND AS SOON AS I HIT 
THE FLOOR, I MADE A DESPERATE LUNGE FOR ITS FEET... 
FORTUNATELY, (T WAS TOP HEAVY AND LOST BALANCE! 


THE THING 
TURNED ON US 
WITH AMAZING 
SPEED! IT'S 
CLAW-LIKE 
HANDS YANKED 
US FROM THE 
GROUND... 


DISCONNECTED ? 17 SHOULD HAVE BEEN AN INERT PIECE 
OF MACHINERY, BUT (7 WASN'T! /T WRITHED, QLIVERED... 
I YANKED OPEN THE HINGED PLATE ON ITS CHEST... 


AS THe STEEL MONSTER H/T THE GROUND 
BOB AND I WERE UPON /7-.. 


TRY AND 

SMASH IT, IT'S DISCONNECTED, 
JAc! I'VE GOT THE MAIN 

FUSE OUT/ Look! JAKE KELLAR/ THE 
- KELLAR'S INSIDE! EXPERT MECHANIC! 
THE THING'S NOT, WE'VE GOT HIM! 
A ROBOT AT ALL / OPEN THIS 
TIN CAN/ 


| A MERE SHELL OF INGENIOUS MACHINERY, WiTH| AFTER HE GOT THE WELL, NOW 
STEEL MUSCLES... ¢ = é RANSOM MONEY FROM KELLAR WILL 
= peti, YOU, HE WAS GOING TO 
You TERRORIZED YY BUT YoU NEEDED \ KILL ME, PUT MY BoDy 
GLEN 4 SO YOu CASH! SO YOU INTO THE ROBOT! THEY'D }> 
| CouLD Buy ABDUCTED DYNE HAVE THOUGHT I WAS WITH HIS 
\ PROPERTY FOR TO GET RANSOM ff JUST AN INSANE OLD OWN LIFE! 
ALMOST fi mie, INVENTOR, FINALLY, 
NOTHING / 3 cee KILLING MYSELF / 


This story was written around 1927 by JOHN MARTIN LEAHY, 
but it takes place much earlier—in 1911, just after Amundsen 


first reached the South Pole. What better locale to find a cos- 
mic horror—a creature so ghastly that the very sight of it 
. .» but read the story and let its spell work upon youl 


“Inside the tent, in a little bag, I 
left a letter, addressed to H.M. the 
King, giving information of what he 
(sic) had accomplished . Besides 
this letter, I wrote a short epistle to 
Captain Scott, who, I assumed, would 
be the first to find the tent.” 

Captain Amundsen: 

The South Pole. 


“We have just arrived at this tent, 
2 miles from our camp, therefore 
about 1-4 miles from the pole. In 
the tent we find a record of five 
Norwegians having been here, as 
follows; 
Roald Amundsen 
Olav Olavson Bjaaland 
Hilmer Hanssen 
Sverre H. Hassel 
Oscar Wisting 

10 Dec. 1911 

* 


“Left a note to say I had visited 
the tent with companions.” 
Captain Scott: His Last Journal 


travelers,” says Richard A. Proc- 
tor, “are sometimes said to tell mar- 
velous stories; but it is a noteworthy 
fact that, in nine cases out of ten, 
the marvelous stories of travelers have 
been confirmed.” 

Certainly no traveler ever set down 
18 


a more marvelous story than that of 
Robert Drumgold. This record I am 
at last giving to the world in 192—, 
with my humble apologies to the 
spirit of the hapless explorer for with- 
holding it so long. But the truth is 


that Eastman, Dahlstrom, and I 
thought it the work of a mind der- 
anged. 


What was it, that thing (if thing it 
was) which came to him, the sole 
survivor of the party which had 
reached the Southern Pole? 

Yes, we thought that the mind of 
poor Robert Drumgold had given 
way, that the horror in Amundsen’s 
tent and that thing which came to 
Drumgold there in his own—we 
thought all was madness only. Hence 
our suppression of this part of the 
Drumgold manuscript. 

But of late our ideas and beliefs 
have undergone a change that is no- 
thing less than a metamorphosis. This 
metamorphosis, it is scarcely necessary 
to says was due to the startling dis- 
coveries made in the region of the 
Southern Pole by the late Captain 
Stanley Livingstone, as confirmed and 
extended by the expedition conducted 
by Darwin Frontenac. 

So another marvelous story told— 
or, rather, only partly told—by a 
traveler has been confirmed. And to 


think tha¢ it was ourselves, Eastman, 
Dahlstrom, and I, who made thd dis- 
covery. 


How vividly it all rises before me 
again—the white expanse, glaring, 
blinding in the untempered light of 
the Antarctic sun; the dogs straining 
in the harness, the cases on the sleds 
long and black like coffins; our sudden 
halt as Eastman fetched up in his 
tracks, pointed and said, “Hello! 
What's that?” 

A half-mile or so off to the left, 
some object broke the blinding white 
of the plain 

“Looks to me like a cairn or a 
tent,” Dahlstrom said. 

“How on Earth,” I queried, “could 
a tent have got down here in 87° 30° 
south? We are far from the route of 
either Amundsen or Scott.” 

“H'm,” said Eastman, shoving his 
amber-colored glasses up onto his 
forehead that he might get a better 
look, “I wonder. Jupiter Ammon, 
Nels,” he added, glancing at Dahl. 
strom, “I believe that you are righ’ 

“Well,” said I, “it would not be 
difficult to put it to the proof.” 

“And that my hearties,” exclaimed 


Eastman, “is just what we'll do!” 
The next moment we were in 
motion, heading straight for that 


Mise 
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mysterious object there in the midst 
of the eternal desolation of snow and 
ice. 

“Look there!” Eastman, who was 
leading the way, suddenly shouted. 
“See that? It is a tent!” 

A few moments, and I saw that it 
was indeed so. But who had pitched 
it there? What were we to find within 
it? 

I could never describe those thoughts 
and feelings which were ours as we 
approached that spot. The snow lay 
piled about the tent to a depth of four 
feet or more. Nearby a splintered ski 
protruded from the surface—and that 
was all. 

And the stillness! The air, at the 
moment, was without the slightest 
‘movement. No sound but those made 
by our movements, and those of the 
dogs, and our own breathing, broke 
that awful silence of death. 

“Poor devils!” said Eastman at last. 


“One thing, they certainly pitched 
their tent well.” 

The terit was supported by a single 
pole, set in the middle. To this pole 
three guy-lines were fastened, one of 
them as taut as the day its stake had 
been driven into the surface. But this 
was not all; a half-dozen lines, or 
more, were attached to the sides of 
the tent. There it stood, and had stood 
for we knew not how long, bidding 
defiance to the fierce winds of that 
terrible region. 

Dahlstrom and I got each a spade 
and began to remove the snow. The 
entrance we found unfastened but 
completely blocked by a couple of 
provision-cases (empty) and a piece 
of canvas. 

“How on Earth,” I exclaimed, “did 
those things get into that position?” 

“The wind,” said Dahlstrom. “And, 
if the entrance had not been blocked, 
there wouldn’t have been any tent 


here now; the wind would have split 
and destroyed it long ago.” 

“H'm,” mused Eastman. “The wind 
did it, Nels—blocked the place like 
that? I wonder.” 

The next moment we had cleared 
the entrance. I thrust my head through 
the opening. Strangely enough, very 
little snow had drifted in. The tent 
was of a dark green color, a circum- 
stance which rendered the light with- 
in somewhat weird and. ghastly—or 
perhaps my imagination contributed 
not a little to that effect. 

“What do you see, Bill?” 
Eastman, “What's inside?” 

My answer was a cry, and the next 
instant I had sprung back from the 
entrance. 

“What is it, Bill?’ Eastman ex- 
claimed. “Great heaven, what is it, 
man?” 

“A head!” I told him. 

“A head?” 


asked 


“A human head!” 

He and Dahlstrom stooped and 

ered in 

“What is the meaning of thi 
Eastman cried. “A severed human 
head 

Dahlstrom dashed a mittened hand 
across his ey 

“Are we dreaming?" he exclaimed. 

“This no dream, Nel returned 
our leader, “I wish to heaven it was. 
A head! A human head!" 

Is there nothing more?" I asked 

“Nothing. No body, not even a 
stripped bone—only that severed head. 
Could the dogs... 2” 

“Yes?” queried Dahlstrom. 

Could the dogs have done thi: 

“Dogs!” Dahlstrom said. “This is 
not the work of dogs.” 

We entered and stood looking down 
upon that grisly remnant of mortality 

‘It wasn't dogs,” said Dahlstrom. 

“Not dogs?” Eastman queried. 

What other explanation is there? Ex- 

ept—cannibalism.” 

Cannibalism! shudder went 
through my heart. | may as well say 
at once, however, that our discovery 
of a good supply of pemmican and 
biscuit on the sled, at that moment 
completely hidden by the snow, was 
to show us that that fearful explan- 
ation was not the true o1 The dogs! 
That was it, that was the explanation 
—even though what the victim him- 
self had set down told us very 
different story. Yes, the explorer had 
been set upon by his dogs and de- 
voured. But there were things that 
militated against that theory. Why 
had the animals left that head— i 
the frozen eyes (they were blue eyes) 
and upon the frozen features of which 
was a look of horror that sends a 
shudder through my very soul even 
now? Why, the head did not have 
even the mark of a single fang, though 
it appeared to have been chewed from 
the trunk. Dahlstrom, however, was 
of the opinion that it had been hacked 
off, 

And there, in the man’s story, in 
the story of Robert Drumgold, we 
found another mystery— a mystery 
as insoluble (if it was true) as the 
presence here of his severed head. 
There the story was, scrawled in lead- 
pencil across the pages of his journal. 
But what were we to make of a 
record—the concluding pages of it, 
that is—so strange and so dreadful? 

But enough of this, of what we 
thought and of what we wondered. 
The journal itself lies before me, and 
I now proceed to set down the story 
of Robert Drumgold in his own words. 
Not a word, not a comma shall be 
deleted, inserted or changed. 

Let it begin with his entry for 


January the 3rd, at the end of which 
day the little party was only fifteen 
miles (geographical) from the Pole. 

Here it is: 

JAN. 3.—Lat. of our camp 89° 
45° 10". Only fifteen miles more, and 
the Pole is ours—unless Amundsen 
or Scott has beaten us to it, or both. 
But it will be ours just the same, even 
though the glory of discovery is found 
to be another's. What shall we find 
there? 

All are in fine spirits. Even the 
dogs seem to know that this is the 
consummation of some great achieve- 
ment. And a thing that is a mystery 
to us is the interest they have shown 
this day in the region before us. Did 
we halt, there they were gazing and 
gazing straight south and sometimes 
sniffing and sniffing. What does it 
mean? 

Yes, in fine spirits all—dogs as well 
as we three men. Everything is aus- 
picious. The weather for the last three 
days has been simply glorious. Not 
once, in this time, has the temperature 
been below minus 5. As I write this, 
the thermometer shows one degree 
above. The blue of the sky is like 
that of which painters dream, and, 
in that blue, tower cloud-formations, 
violet-tinged in the shadows, that are 
beautiful beyond all description. If it 
were possible to forget the fact that 
nothing stands: between ourselves and 
a horrible death save the meager sup- 
ply of food on the sleds, one could 
think he was in some fairlyland—a 
glorious fairyland of white and blue 
and violet. 

A fairlyland? Why has that thought 
so often occurred to me? Why have 
I so often likened this desolate, terrible 
region to fairyland? Terrible? Yes, to 
human beings it is terrible—frightful 
beyond all words. But, though so un- 
utterably terrible to men, it may not 
be so in reality. May there not be 
other beings—yes, even on this very 
Earth of ours—more wonderful—yes, 
and more terrible too—than he? 

Heaven knows, more than once, in 
this desolation of snow and ice, have 
I seemed to feel their presence in 
the air about us—nameless entities, 
disembodied, watching things. 

Little wonder, forsooth, that I have 
again and again thought of. these 
strange words of one of America’s 
greatest scientists, Alexander Win- 
chell: 

“Nor is incorporated rational ex- 
istence conditioned on warm blood, 
nor on any temperature which ‘does 
not change the forms of matter of 
which the organism may be composed. 
There may be intelligences corporeal- 
ized after some concept not involving 
the processes of ingestion, assimilation 


and reproduction. Such bodies would 
not require daily food and warmth. 
They might be lost in the abysses of 
the ocean, or laid upon a stormy cliff 
through the tempests of an arctic 
winter, or plunged in a volcano for a 
hundred years, and yet retain consci- 
ousness and thought.” 

All this Winchell tells us is con- 
ceivable, and he adds: 

“Bodies are merely the local fitting 
of intelligence to particular modifica- 
tions of universal matter and force.” 

And these entities, nameless things 
whose presence I seem to feel at times 
—are they benignant beings or things 
more fearful than even the madness 
of the human brain ever has fashion- 
ed? 

Enough of this. 

Only fifteen miles from the Pole. 
Now for a sleep and on to our goal 
in the morning. Morning! There is 
no morning here, but day unending. 
The sun now rides as high at mid- 
night as he does at midday. Of 
course, there is a change in his alti- 
tude, but it is so slight as to be im- 
perceptible without an instrument. 

But the Pole! Tomorrow the Pole! 
What will we find there? Only an 


unbroken expanse of white, or . . .? 

JAN. 4.—The mystery and horror 
of this day—oh, how could I ever 
set that down? Sometimes, so fearful 
were those hours through which we 
have just passed, I even find myself 
wondering if it wasn't all only a 
dream. 

Got under way at an early hour, 
Weather more wondrous than ever. 
Sky an azure that would have sent 
a painter into ecstasies. Cloud-for- 
mations indescribably beautiful and 
grand. The going, however, was pretty 
difficult. The place a great plain 
stretching away with a monotonous 
uniformity of surface as far as the 
eye could reach. A plain never trod 
by human foot before? At length, 
when our dead reckoning showed that 
We were drawing near to the Pole, we 
had the answer to that. Then it was 
that the keen eyes of Travers detected 
some object rising above the blinding 
white of the snow. 

On the instant Sutherland had 
thrust his amber glasses up onto his 
forehead and had his binoculars to 
his eyes. 

“Cairn!” he exclaimed, and his 
voice sounded hollow and very strange. 
“A cairn or a—tent. Boys, they have 
beaten us to the Pole!” 

He handed the glasses too Travers 
and leaned, as though a sudden 
weariness had settled upon him, 
against the provision-cases on his sled. 

I felt very sorry for our leader 
in those, his moments of terrible 


disappointment, but for the life of 
me I did not know what to say. 
And so I said nothing. 

At that moment a cloud concealed 
the sun, and the place where we stood 
was suddenly involved in a gloom 
that was deep and awful. So sudden 
and pronounced, indeed, was the 
change that we gazed about us with 
curious and wondering looks. Far off 
to the right and to the left, the plain 
blazed white and blinding. Soon, how- 
ever, the last gleam of sunshine had 
vanished from off it. I raised my look 
up to the heavens. Here and there 
edges of cloud were touched as though 
with the light of wrathful golden fire. 
Even then, however, that light was 
fading. A few minutes, and the last 
angry gleam of the sun had vanished. 
The gloom seemed to deepen about 
us every moment. A curious haze was 
concealing the blue expanse of the 
sky overhead. There was not the 
slightest movement in the gloomy and 
weird atmosphere. The silence was 
heavy, awful, the silence of the abode 
of utter desolation and of death. 

“What on Earth are we in for 
now?" said Travers. 

“It means a blizzard, most likely,” 
1 observed. “Hadn't we better make 
camp before it strikes us? No telling 
what a bizzard may be like in this 
awful spot.” 

“Blizzard?” said Sutherland, “I 
don’t think it means a blizzard, Bob. 
No telling, though. Mighty queer 
change, certainly. And how different 
the place looks now, in this strange 
gloom! It is surely weird and terrible 
—that is, it certainly looks weird and 
terrible.” = 

He turned his look to Travers. 

“Well, Bill," he asked, “what did 
you make of it?” 

He waved a hand in the direction 
of that mysterious object the sight 
of which had so suddenly brought 
us to a halt. I say in the direction of , 
the object, for the thing itself was 
no longer to be seen. 

“T believe it is a tent,” Travers told 
him. 

“Well,” said our leader, “we can 
soon find out what it is—cairn or 
tent, for one or the other it must 
certainly be.” 

The next instant the heavy, awful 
silence was broken by the sharp crack 
of his whip. 

“Mush on, you poor brutes!” he 
cried. “On we go to see what is over 
there. Here we are at the South Pole. 
Let’ us see who has beaten us to it.” 

But the dogs didn’t want to go on, 
which did not surprise me at all, 
because, for some time now, they had 
been showing signs of some strange, 
inexplicable uneasiness. What had got 
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into the creatures, anyway? For a time 
we puzzled over it; them we knew, 
though the explanation was still an 
utter mystery to us. They were afraid. 
Afraid? An inadequate word, indeed. 
It was fear, stark, terrible, that had 
entered the poor brutes. But whence 
had come this-inexplicable fear? That 
also we soon knew. The thing they 
feared, whatever it was, was in that 
very direction in which we were 
headed! 

A cairn, a tent? What did this thing 
mean? 

“What on Earth is the matter with 
the critters?” exclaimed Travers. “Can 
it be that... 2” 

“Its for us to find out what it 
means,” said Sutherland. 

Again we got in motion, The place 
was still involved in that strange, 
weird gloom. The silence was still 
that awful silence of desolation and 
of death. 

Slowly but steadily we moved for- 
ward, urging on the reluctant, fearful 
animals with our whips. 

At last Sutherland, who was lead- 
ing, cried out that he saw it. He halted, 
peering forward into the gloom, and 
we urged our teams up alongside his. 

“It must be a tent,” he said. 

And a tent we found it to be—a 
small one supported by a single bam- 
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boo and well guyed in all directions. 
Made of drab-colored gabardine. To 
the top of the tent-pole another had 
been lashed. From this, motionless in 
the still air, hung the remains of a 
small Norwegian flag and, under- 
neath it, a pennant with the word 
“Fram” upon it. Amundsen’s tent! 

What should we find inside it? 
And what was the meaning of that 
—the strange way it bulged out on 
one side? 

The entrance was securely laced. 
The tent, it was certain, had been 
here for a year, all through the long 
Antarctic night; and yet, to our aston- 
ishment, but little snow was piled up 
about it, and most of this was drift. 
The explanation of this must, I sup- 
pose, be that, before the air currents 
have reached the Pole, almost all the 
snow has been deposited from them 

For some minutes we just stood 
there, and many, and’ some of them 
dreadful enough, were the thoughts 
that came and went. Through the long 
Antarctic night! What strange things 
this tent could tell us had it been 
vouchsafed the power of words! But 
strange things it might tell us, never- 
theless. For what was that inside, 
making the tent bulge out in so un- 
accountable a manner? I moved for- 
ward to feel of it there with my mit- 
tened hand, but, for some reason 
that I can not explain, I of a sudden 
drew back. At that instant one of 
the dogs whined—the sound so strange 
and the terror of the animal so un- 
mistakable that I shuddered and felt 
a chill pass through my heart. Others 
of the dogs began to whine in that 
mysterious manner, and all shrank 
back cowering from the tent. 

“What does it mean?" said Travers, 
his voice sunk almost to a whisper. 
“Look at them. It is as though they 
are imploring us to—keep away.” 

“To'keep away,” echoed Suther- 
land, his look leaving the dogs and 
fixing itself once more on the tent. 

“Their senses,” said Travers, “are 
keener than ours. They already know 
what we can't know until we see it.” 

“See it!” Sutherland exclaimed. “I 
wonder. Boys, what are we going to 
see when we look into that tent? 
Poor fellows! They reached the Pole. 
But did they ever leave it? Are we 
going to find them in there dead?” 

“Dead?” said Travers with a 
sudden start. “The dogs would never 
act that way if ‘twas only a corpse 
inside. And, besides, if ‘that theory 
was true, wouldn't the sleds be here 
to tell the story? Yet look around. 
The level uniformity of the place 
shows that no sled lies buried here.” 

“That is true,” said our leader. 
“What can it mean? What could 


make the tent bulge out like that? 
Well, here is the mystery before us, 
and all we have to do is unlace the 
entrance and look inside, to solve it.” 

He stepped to the entrance, follow- 
ed by Trayers and me, and began to 
unlace it. At that instant an icy 
current of air struck the place and 
the pennant above our heads flapped 
with a dull and ominous sound. One 
of the dogs, too, thrust his muzzle 
skyward, and a deep and long-drawn 
howl, sad, terrible as that cf a lost 
soul, arose. And whilst the mournful, 


savage sound yet filled the air, a 
strange thing happened: 
Through a sudden rent in that 


gloomy curtain of cloud, the sun sent 
a golden, awful light down upon the 
spot Where we stood. It was but a 
shaft of light, only three or four 
hundred feet wide, though miles in 
length, and there we stood in the 
very middle of it, the plain on each 
side involved in that weird gloom, 
now denser and more eery than ever 
in contrast to that sword of golden 
fire been flung down across the snow. 

“Queer place this!” said Travers. 
“Just like a beam lying across a stage 
in a theater.” 
~ For some moments, so strange was 
it all, we stood there looking about 
us in wonder and perhaps each one 
of us in not a little secret awe 

“Queer place, all right!" said Suth- 
erland. “But . 

He laughed a hollow, sardonic 
laugh. Up above, the pennant flapped 
and flapped again, the sound of it 
hollow and ghostly. Again rose the 
long-drawn, mournful, fiercely sad 
howl of the wolf-dog. 

“But,” added our leader, “we don't 
want to be imagining things, you 
know.” 

f course not,” said Travers. 

“Of course not,” I echoed. 

A little space, and the entrance was 
open and Sutherland had thrust head 
and shoulders through it. 

I don’t know how long it was 
that he stood there like that. Perhaps 
it was only a few seconds, but to 
Travers and me it seemed rather long. 

“What is it?” Travers exclaimed at 
last. “What do you see?” 

The answer was a scream—oh, the 
horror of that sound I can never 
forget!—and Sutherland came stag- 
gering back and, I believe, would have 
fallen had we not sprung and caught 
him. 

“What is it?” cried Travers. “In 
God's name, Sutherland, what did 
you see?” 

Sutherland beat the side of his head 
with his hand, and his look was wild 
and horrible. 

“What is it?” I exclaimed. “What 


did you see in there?” 

can’t tell you—I can't! Oh, oh, 
I wish that I had never seen it! Don’t 
look! Boys, don’t look into that tent— 
unless you are prepared to welcome 
madness, or worse.” 

“What gibberish is this?” Travers 
demanded, gazing at our leader in 
utter astonishment. “Come, come, 
man! Buck up. Get a grip on your- 
self. Let's have an end to this non- 
sense. Why should the sight of a dead 
man, or di men, affect you in this 
mad fashion 

“Dead men? 

Sutherland laughed, the sound wild, 
maniacal. 

“Dead men? If “twas only that! Is 
this the South Pole? Is this Earth, or 
are we in a nightmare on some other 
planet?” 

“For heaven's sake,” cried Travers, 
“come out of it! What's got into you? 
Don’t let your nerves go like this.” 

“A dead man?” queried our leader, 
peering into the face of Travers. “You 
think I saw a dead man? I wish it 
was- only a dead man. Thank God, 
you two didn't look!" 

On the-instant Travers had turned. 

“Well,” said he, “J am going to 
look!” 

But Sutherland cried out, screamed, 
sprang after him and tried to drag 
him back. 

“It would mean horror and perhaps 
madness!" cried Sutherland. “Look at 
me. Do you want to be like me?” 

“No!” Travers returned. “But I 
am going to see what is in that tent,” 

He struggled to break free, but 
Sutherland clung to him in a frenzy 
of madness. 

“Help me, Bob!” Sutherland cried. 
“Hold him back, or we'll all go in- 
sane.” 

But I did not help him to hold 


Travers back, for, of course, ‘twas 
my belief that Sutherland himself was 
insane. Nor did Sutherland hold 


Travers. With a sudden wrench, Trav- 
ers was free. The next instant he had 
thrust head and shoulders through the 
entrance of the tent 

Sutherland groaned and watched 
him with eyes full of unutterable 
horror. 

I moved toward the entrance, but 
Sutherland flung himself at me with 
such violence that I was sent over 
into the snow. I sprang to my feet 
full of anger and amazement. 

“What the hell.” I cried, “is the 
matter with you, anyway? Have you 
gone crazy?” 

The answer was a groan, horrible 
beyond all words of man, but that 
sound did not come from Sutherland. 
I turned. Travers was. staggering 
away from the entrance, a hand 


pressed over his face, sounds that I 
could never describe breaking from 
deep in his throat. Sutherland, as the 
man came staggering up to him, thrust 
forth an arm and touched Travers 
lightly on the shoulder. The effect 
was instantaneous and frightful. Trav- 
ers sprang aside as though a serpent 
had struck at him, screamed and 
screamed yet again. 

“There, there!” said Sutherland 
gently. “I told you not to do it. I 
tried to make you understand, but— 
but you thought that I was mad.” 

“It can’t belong to Earth!” moaned 
Travers. 

“No,” said Sutherland. “That 
horror was never born on this planet 
of ours. And the inhabitants of Earth, 
though they do not know it, can 
thank God Almighty for that.” 

“But it is here!” Travers exclaimed. 
“How did it come to this awful place? 
And where did it come from?” 

“Well,” consoled Sutherland, “it is 
dead—it must be dead.” 

“Dead? How do we know that it 
is dead? And don't forget this: it 
didn't come here alone!” 

Sutherland started. At that moment 
the sunlight vanished, and everything 
was once more involved in gloom. 

“What do you mean?” Sutherland 
asked. “Not alone? How do you know 
that it did not come alone?” 

“Why, it is there inside the tent; 
but the entrance was laced—from the 
outside!” 

“Fool, fool that I am!" cried Suth- 
erland a little fiercely. “Why didn’t 
I think of that? Not alone! Of course 
it was not alone!” 

He gazed about into the gloom, 
and I knew the nameless fear and 
horror that chilled him to the very 
heart, for they chilled me to my own. 

Of a sudden arose again that mourn- 
ful, savage howl of the wolf-dog. We 
three men started as thought ‘twas the 
voice of some ghoul from hell's most 
dreadful corner. 

“Shut up, you brute!” gritted Trav- 
ers. “Shut up, or I'll brain you!” 

Whether it was Travers’ threat or 
not, I do not know; but that howl 
sank, ceased almost on the instant 
Again the silence of desolation of 
death lay upon the spot. But above 
the tent the pennant stirred and rust- 
led, the sound of it, I thought, like 
the slithering of some repulsive ser- 
pent. 

“What did you see in there?” I 
asked them. 

“Bob — Bob,” said Sutherland, 
“don't ask us that.” 

‘The thing itself,” said I, turning, 
“can't be any worse that this mystery 
and nightmare of imagination.” 

But the two of them threw them- 


selves before me and barred my way. 
“No!” said Sutherland firmly. “You 
must not look into that tent, Bob, 
You must not see that—that—I don’t 
know what to call it. Trust us; be- 
lieve us, Bob! ‘Tis for your sake that 
we say that you must not do it. We, 
Travers and I, can never be the same 
men again—the brains, the souls of 
us can never be what they were be- 
fore we saw that!” 

“Very well,” I acquiesced. “I can't 
help saying, though, that the whole 
thing seems to me like the dream of 
a madman. 

“That,” said Sutherland, “is a 
small matter indeed. Insane? Believe 
that it is the dream of a madman. 
Believe that we are insane. Believe 
that you are insane yourself. Believe 
anything that you like. Only don'r 
look!” 

“Very well.” I told them. “I won't 
look, I give in. You two have made 
a coward of me.” 

“A coward?” said — Sutherland. 
“Don't talk nonsense, Bob. There are 
some things that a man should never 
know; there are some things that a 
man should never see; that horror 
there in Amundsen’s tent is—borh!” 

“But you said that it is dead.” 

Travers groaned. Sutherland laugh- 
ed a little wildly. 

“Trust us," said the latter; “be- 
lieve us, Bob. ‘Tis for your sake, not 
for our own. For that is too late now. 
We have seen it, and you have not.” 

For some minutes we stood there 
by that tent, in that weird gloom, 
then turned to leave the cursed spot. 
I said that undoubtedly Amundsen 
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had left some records inside, that 
possibly Scott, too, had reached the 
Pole and visited the tent, and that we 
ought to secure any such mementos. 
Sutherland and Travers nodded, but 
each declared that he would not put 
his head through that entrance again 
for all the wealth of Ormus and of 
Ind—or words to that effect. We must, 
they said, get away from the awful 
place—get back to the world of men 
with our fearful message. 

“You won't tell me what you saw 
I said, “and yet you want to get back 
so that you can tell it to the world.” 

“We aren't going to tell the world 
what we saw,” answered Sutherland. 
“In the first place, we couldn't, and 
in the second place, if we could, not 
a living soul would believe us. But 
we can warn people, for that thing 
in there did not come alone. Where is 
the other one—or the others’ 

“Dead, too, let us hope!” I ex- 
claimed. 

“Amen 
maybe, as Bill 
Probably - 

Sutherland paused and « 


said Sutherland 
says, it isn’t 


“But 
dead 


wild in- 


describable look ,came into his eyes 


Maybe it—can’t die!” 

Probably,” said I nonchalantly, 
yet with secret disgust and with po- 
ignant sorrow 

What was the use? What good 
would it do to try to reason with a 
couple of madmen? Yes, we must 
get away from this spot, or they 
would me insane, too. And the 
long road back? Could we ever make 
it now? And what had they seen? 

“Or maybe,” Sutherland was say- 
ing, “the other one, or the others, 
went back to Venus or Mars or Sirius 
or Algol, or hell itself, or wherever 
they came from, to get more of their 
kind. If that is so, heaven have pity 
on poor humanity! And, if it or they 
are still here on Earth, then sooner or 
later—it may be a dozen years, it may 
be a century—but sooner or later the 
world will know it, know it to its wo 
and to its horror. For they, if living, 
or if gone for others, will come 
again.” 

“1 was thinking . . ." began Travers, 
his eyes fixed on the tent 

“Yes?” Sutherland queried. 

“That,” Travers told him, “it might 
be a good plan to empty the rifle 


into that thing. Maybe it isn't dead; 
maybe it can’t die—maybe it only 
changes. Probably it is just hibernat- 
ing, so to speak. 

“That may be,” nodded Sutherland. 

y here. 

I may help things some,” said 
Travers, starting toward his sled. 

A moment or two, and he had got 
out the rifle. 

“T thought,” said he, “that nothing 
could ever take me back to that en- 
trance. But the hope that I may fe 

Sutherland groaned. 

“It isn’t Earthly, 
hoarsely t's a nightmare. I 
we had better go now 

Travers was goin! 
the tent, 

“Come back, Bill!” groaned Suthe: 
land ome back! Let us go while 
we can. 

But Travers did not come back. 
Slowly he moved forward, rifle thrust 
out before him, finger on the trigger. 
He reached the tent, hesitated a. mo- 
ment, then thrust the rifle-barrel 
through. As fast as he could work 
trigger and lever, he emptied the 


Bill,” he said 
think 


straight toward 


weapon into the tent—into that horror 
inside it 

He whirled and came back as 
though in fear the tent was about to 
spew forth behind him all the legions 
of foulest hell. 

What was that? The blood seemed 
to freeze in my veins and heart as 
there arose from out the tent a sound 
—a sound low and throbbing—a 
sound that no man ever had heard on 
Earth—one that I hope no man wil) 
ever hear again. 

A panic, a madness seized upon 
us, upon men and dogs alike, and 
away we fled from that cursed place. 

The sound ceased. But again we 
heard it. It was more fearful, more 
unearthly, soul-maddening, hellish than 
before. 

“Look!” cried Sutherland. “Oh my 
God, look at that!" 

The tent was barely visible now. 
A moment or two, and the curtain of 
gloom would conceal it. At first I 
could not imagine what had made 
Sutherland cry out like that. Then 
T saw it, in that very moment before 
the gloom hid it from view. The tent 
was moving! It swayed, jerked like 
some shapeless monster in the throes 
of death, like some nameless thing seen 
in the horror of nightmare or limned 
on the brain of utter madness itself. 

And that is what happened there; 
that is what we saw. I have set it 
down at some length and to the best 
of my ability under the truly awful 
circumstances in which I am placed. 
In these hastily scrawled pages is 
recorded an experience that, I be- 


lieve, is not surpassed by the wildest 
to be found in the pages of the most 
imaginative romanticist. Whether the 
record is destined ever to reach the 
world, ever to be scanned by the eye 
of another—only the future can an- 
swer that. 

I will try to hope for the best. I 
can not blink the fact, however, that 
things are pretty bad for us. It is not 
only this sinister, nameless mystery 
from which we are fleeing—though 
heaven knows that is horrible enough 
—but it is the minds of my compan- 
ions. And, added to that, is the fear 
for my own. But there, I must get 
myself in hand. After all, as Suther- 
land said, I didn't see it. I must not 
give way. We must somehow get our 
story to the world, though we may 
have for our reward only the mockery 
of the world’s unbelief, its scoffing— 
the world, against which is now mov- 
ing, gathering, a menace more dreadful 
than any that ever moved in the fever- 
ed brain of any prophet of wo and 
blood and disaster. 

We are a dozen miles or so from 
the Pole now. In that mad dash away 
from that tent of horror, lost our 
bearings and for a time, I fear, went 
panicky. The strange, eery gloom 
denser than ever. Then came a fall 
of fine snow-crystals, which rendered 
things worse than ever. Just when 
about to give up in despair, chanced 
upon one of our beacons. This gave 
us our bearings, and we pressed on to 
this spot 

Travers has just thrust his head 
into the tent to tell us that he is sure 
he saw something moving! This must 
be looked into. 

(If Robert Drumgold could only 
have left as full a record of those 
days which followed as he had of 
that fearful 4th of January!) 

JAN. 5.—Travers had seen some- 
thing, for we, the three of us, saw it 
again today. Was it that horror, that 
thing not of Earth, which they saw 
in Amundsen’s tent? We don't know 
what it is. All we know is that it is 
something that moves. God have pity 
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and 
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on us all—and on every man 
woman and child on Earth if 
thing is what we fear! 

JAN. 6.—Made 25 mi. today. But 
that must have been imagination. Ef- 
fect on dogs most terrible. Poor 
brutes! It is as horrible to them as it 
is to us. Sometimes I think even more. 
Why is it following us? 

JAN. 7.—Two of dogs gone this 
morning. One or another of us on 
guard all “night.” Nothing seen, not 
a sound heard, but the animals have 
vanished. Did they desert us? We say 
that is what happened, but each man 
of us knows that none of us believes 
it. Made 18 mi. Fear that Travers is 
going mad. 

JAN. 8—Travers gone! He took 
the watch last night at 12, relieving 
Sutherland. That was the last seen of 
Travers—the last that we shall ever 
see. No tracks—not a sign in the 
snow. Travers, poor Travers, gone! 
Who will be the next? 

JAN. 9.—Saw it again! Why does 
it let us see it like this—sometimes? 
Is it that horror in Amundsen’s tent? 
Sutherland declares that it is not— 
that it is something even more hellish. 
But then S. is mad now—mad—mad 
—mad. If I wasn't sane, I could 
think that it all was only imagination. 
But I saw it! 

JAN. 11,—Think it is the 11th but 
not sure. I can no longer,be sure of 
anything—save that I am alone and 
that it is watching me. It is always 
watching. And sometime it will come 
and get me—as it got Travers and 
Sutherland and half of the dogs. 

Yes, today must be the 11th. For 
it was yesterday—surely it was only 
yesterday—that it took Sutherland. | 
didn’t see it take him, for a fog had 
come up, and Sutherland—he would 
go on in the fog—was so slow in 
following that the vapor hid him from 
view. At last when he didn't come, 
1 went back. But S. was gone—man, 
dogs, sled, everything was gone. Poor 
Sutherland! But then he was mad, 
Probably that was why it took him. 
Has it spared me because I am yet 
sane? S. had the rifle. Always he 
clung to that rifle—as though a bullet 
could save him from what we saw! 
My only weapon is an ax. But what 
good is an ax? 

JAN. 13.—Maybe it is the 14th. 
I don't know. What does it matter? 
Saw it three times today. Each time 
it was closer. Dogs sun now. shat 
sound again. But I dare not look out. 
The ax. 

Hours later. Can't write any more. 
Silence. Voices—I seem to hear voices. 
But that sound again. 

Coming nearer. At entrance now— 
now . . e 
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| Jav GRANT WENT 7 
| THE WEIRD L/T- 
) WORLP ONLY 
\ THE RADIO ACTIVE 
| ALURIUM WHICH 
WOULD CURE SICK 
NESS ON EARTH! 
AND cou NoT 
KNOW WHAT HORRORS 
THEY WOULD 
ENCOUNTER WHEN 


(ow JON GRANT, NAVIGATOR ON THE NEWLY 
ESTABLISHED EARTH- 


DIABOLICAL LITTLE WO H 
THE EARTH, VENUS AND MARS 
GOVERNMENTS ARE PLANNING 

To DESTROY/ = 


| 50/17 B& 


AND I REPORTED CON 


GAN LAST SUMMER WHEN DR. BLAKE SENT 
| FoR UuSs/4 


TIONS ON PLANETOID- 


THERE'S A LITTLE COMET- 
STYLE WORLD FAIRLY 
CLOSE TO EARTH! IT's 
CHARTED AS 
PLANETOID- 50/ 


WHAT ABOUT IT, 
OR. BLAKE 7 


“YEARS AGO, OR. JAMES BRADLEY, FAMOUS 
BACTERIOLOG/ST AND A GOOD FRIENO OF OR. 
BLAKE'S, HAD DISCOVERED ALURIUM {4 


DR. BRADLEY THOUGHT WAND SELL IT 
HE HAD IDENTIFIED A FORA BIG 
DEPOSIT OF ALURILUM PRICE TORICH 
ON PLANETOID-50/ TL PATIENTS! 
DON'T WANT 
UNSTRUPLILOUS 
ADVENTURERS 
TO GET IT! 


/ BACTERIA 
CAUSE MANY 
TYPES OF 
HUMAN 
SickNeEss! THE | 

AYS Ol / 


B® ALURIUM KILL 

a THEM! BUT 
OUR TINY 
SUPPLY IS 


EXHAUSTED! / 


"NEW WORLD! IN THE BUSTLE OF TRAVEL 
BETWEEN THE MAJOR PLANETS, NO ONE 
HAD EVER BOTHERED 70 COME HERE: 


THAT GLOW IS THE 

ALURIUM DEPOSIT! 
SEEMS CONCENTRATED 
ALL IN ONE PLACE! 


7 GRAVITY'S ALOT 
{ LESS THAN ON 


YEAH, SURE IS! 
I COULD JUMP 
FIFTY FEET! 


THERE IT 1S! 
PLANETOID-50/ 


/ YOU SPEAK 
MY LANGUAGE! 
WHO ARE YOU 

THAT SPEAK THE 

LANGUAGE OF 

THE GODS 7 


"WE THOUGHT, OF COURSE, THAT THE PLACE HELO CAREFUL... 
NO HUMANS, BUT SUDDENLY... CON'T 


? 4k (| FRIGHTEN 
SAY, LOOK WHA... \CHER f 
LIKE A GIRL! AN 
EARTH: \ 


MY PEOPLE 7 THE IE SLAANS-~- THEY HAVE TOLD 
SLAANS/ TAM THEIR ME! INTO THE FOREST FROM THE 
GODDESS! AND YOu SKY I CAME, IN MY GOD-CHARIOT/ 
ARE A MAN- GoD, \ LiKE yours! ONLY MINE BURST 
COME HERE TO RULE INTO FLAMES AND DESTROYED _ 
WITH ME! 


CERTAINLY. 


WE CAME FROM EARTH! YOu CAME 
FROM THERE, TOO, DIDN'T YOu 7 / 
YOUR PEOPLE-- ARE THEY y, 
UTIrmgay: ~AROUND HERE? §~ 


i] 
; —— = 
| "A DESTROYED LITTLE SPACE-SHIP, FROM \ THAT LIGHT IS THE DRAAL~ 
WHICH SHE HAD ESCAPED ALIVE! AND THE | FENCE AROUND OUR 


| CRASH HAD LEFT HER WITH AMNESIA, SO } VILLAGE! WE WILL 
| THAT NOW SHE REMEMBERED NOTHING... BE SAFE THERE. 
BUT SUDDENLY--" TINGE 


iy . ? 
rr 


THE XILL-MONSTERS/ 
THIS IS THE SEASON 

OF THEIR GROWTH! 
RUN! RUN! 


TIM, THAT'S 
THE GLOW OF 
A ALURIUM! 


ITTLE VILLAGE 
iUIRROUNDED US / 


i) #4 UN THE PRIMI 
(OO WEIRD PEOPLE 


1W THEY LOOKED SPINDLY, BUT EVIDENTLY 
q i] WERE HEAVY! NO WONDER OUR 
i FLYING STEPS AWED THEM!" 


yes, I WILL 
TAKE YOU TO 


My GOD 
OWELLING/ 


‘iif. 
t/ HEY, GET US 


OUT OF THIS! 


THIS FELLOW 


f 
) “Somenow 
FEELING... 


SPEAKS 
ENGLISH / 
WELCOMES THE NEW 
SPACE-GODS! HE 
WILL. CROWN THEM 
WITH 


( IDO youR 
BIDDING! 


Joy! 


yes, I 
TAUGHT MANY 
OF THEM, 


| “We WAITED FOR THE CEREMONY THAT WOULD 
PROCLAIM US SPACE-GODS! OUTSIDE, WE COULD 
SEE THE NATIVES PLACING LITTL. 

A CIRCLE AROUND THE SM. 


& BRAZIERS IN 


TIM, THOSE BRAZIERS \ 
ARE FILLED WITH 
PURE ALURIUM! 


‘GUESS IT MAKES 

A BARRAGE TO 

KEEP OUT THE 
MONSTERS! 


x 


| "THEN WE WERE TAKEN TO THE MASTER SLAAN! LIKE 
A-GREAT TOAD HE SAT IN HIS THRONE - SEAT /" 
WE WECOME 

THE MAN-GODS! 

THE GODDESS 

MONAH WILL 

START THE 

CEREMONY 

NOW! 


| BEATING DRUM: 


THAT FELLOW, GAVE ME A QUEER 


nay 
pont rRvST)/ ME EITHER! 
THAT FELLOW! J} HE'S UP TO 
— \ SOMETHING! 


WHEN YoU LOOK AT OUR 
| EARTH-BACTERIA THROUGH 
A MICROSCOPE... THEY LOOK 
JUST ABOUT LIKE 


THESE MONSTERS! ) 


-f-THAT'S 
EXACTLY WHAT 
THEY ARE! 


eee 


Ja, 


| “Tit AND I STOOD WHILE SHE DANCED AROUND | 
\ US! AND THE NATIVES SANG WITH THEIR 


a td HAPPENED S50 oa” Y WE HAD NO CHANCE 


T AM YouR NEW ne "OME ON/ LET'S 


(z 7 WAS MY PLAN TO WATCH OUR C 


OME OF THe PURE ALUR 


~ 
[ HAIL To THE YEOW/ LOOK ) 
\_ MAN cops! AT ZAAG/ / 
cal Fe 


SS 


NEW MASTER- ! GET OUT OF THIS! 1 
SLAAN/ i mbat 


—— —_ ae 
YOU_WON'T FIND MAN, GODS |The Assasin WENT “SUDDENLY ZAGG WAS } 
SO EASY To KILL | COWN WITH A CRASH!” BEFORE US, LIFTING ONE 


— OF THE ALURIUM BRAZIERS, 

/ OUT OF OUR Yeu GET ~ FLINGING /T... 

{ WAy, Fools! ) THEM / TL ) —_— = 
YOU CAN'T 4 KILL THEM! 


STOPA 
MAN-GoD! 


| “"Theousn THe SLIT OF DARKNESS LEFT BY THE “Svoventy.."_} 
BRAZIER, THE MONSTERS CAME POURING ! I 
SAW ZAAG Go DOWN!“ - ~y 


se @ 
; | E)) va 
erie (Gop AMAMIEE) Cosy) 
COME ON / = -/ eA : S r 


“THEN SOMEHOW WE BROKE AWAY FROM THE 
SQUASHING HORRIBLE THING / MY SHIP WAS 
NEAR US! BARELY IN TIME WE REACHED 
17% ANP...” 


MADE IT! YEOw! 
LOOK AT THEM 
Come! 


GET THE PORTS 
CLOSED, QUICK / 


4WELL, THAT WAS OUR HECTIC VISIT TO THE 
UNKNOWN PLANETOID- 50/4 


AND NOW WE 
KNOW WHERE 


SCIENCE HAS KNOWN 
FOR CENTURIES THAT 
BACTERIAL SPORES 
ORIFT THROUGH 
SPACE, LANDING 
ON THE EARTH! 


“Ano THE GODDESS ? TIM AND T WERE TALKING | 
| OF MR. BRAOLEY ANC HIS FRIEND OF LONG AGO, 
| OR. JAMES BRADLEY... WHEN SUODENLY...” 


OR. BRADLEY! WHY--WHY, I 
REMEMBER / HE WAS MY 
FATHER / I'M MONA BRADLEY! 
FATHER AND I USED 
TO GO EVERYWHERE 
TOGETHER! 


WITH HIM... ON 
HIS LAST 


VOYAGE! / 


WE'RE OKAy, TIM! 


ZZ ND AS WE LIFTED," 


£0 SURE GOT OUT 
\ OF THAT BY 


(“Ae THE PLANS ARE MADE FOR OPERATION DESTRUC- 1 
TION! AN EXPEDITION WILL GET THE PRECIOUS ALURILUM 
FROM PLANETOID-5O, THE NATIVES WILL BE EVACUATED | 


| --4AND THE HORRIBLE LITTLE WORLD WILL BE 
] DESTROYED BY ATOMIC FISSION!” i] 
IT'S GOT To BE 
DESTROYED, TIM! 
; Y 
*. <2 


MAYBE SOMETIME YOu'LL 
MEET MY WIFE ! IF YOU DO, 
I'M SURE YOU'LL AGREE 
WITH ME--SHE _— 
CERTAINLY ISA 
GODDESS! 


L5one BEFORE THE ROMANS CAME 7O BRITON, THE SACRED STONES LURKEO THERE, CROUCHING /N 
THE DARK WOODS L/KE GREAT BEASTS OF PREY! THE CRUEL MEN WHO HAD TENDED THEM WERE 
CALLEO DRUIDS, HIGH PRIESTS OF HATE ANO HORROR, ANO THEIR JOY WAS TO WRING A S7/LL 

BEATING HEART FROM THE LIVING FLESH OF THEIR SCREAMING VICTIMS ! WHEN CAESAR INVADED 
BRITON, HE BAMSHED THE ORLIDS — BUT NOT EVEN CAESAR COULD BANISH THEIR GHOSTS, WOR 


ERASE THE OREADLUL SAGA OF THE BLOODY STONE.. 


LPewuam MANOR LAY WASHED /N THE GHOSTLY L/GHT OF SRR 
A HALF MOON THAT WAS AS SHARP AS THE SICKLES USED 
PZ OH, I'VE GOT A SIX- 


8Y THE OLD ORUIDS THEMSELVES.” NEAR THE HOUSE Z 
‘ PENCE, A JOLLY, 


ial as gd 
eS GOOD! yy 


Seceey ALF REALIZES WHERE HE /S... Los HE /NVADES 
THE SACRED 


HH.’ HOW O10 L GET HERE, (WN ORUO'S GHosTs! WMI! 
CASTLE ? THEY TELL QUEER YARNS ABOUT *® D-OON'T HURT ME— 
THIS PLACE — SAY THE OLO ORUID PRIESTS 
COME BACK SOMETIMES | mie HARM! JUST 
I-L BETTER GET i LET ME 

ALONG! fa x ) 


QUICKLY, TAKE H/M TO GOOD! /7 HAS BEEN 3% BIND HiM_70 QUIET, FOOL! 
THE BLOOD STONE.’ HE 3LONG SINCE WE THE STONE ANO THIS /S AN 
MUST PAY THE PRICE SACRIFICED A $ BRING ME THE 
FOR DEFILING THE MORTAL TO GOLDEN SICKLE, 
SACRED STONES OUR ANCIENT 3. OF DEATH! 
WITH H/S FOUL 3 
PRESENCE / STONE? 
: YAAAAAAA- 


i] MOMENT LATER A GOLOEN SICKLE GLEAMS /N 
THE MOONLIGHT AND THE DOOMED MAN'S SHRIEKS “By BRITON! WITH THIS BLOODY HEART 
3 WE PROPITIATE YOU, AND BEG YOU 
‘DIE, MORTAL! AS ALL —“ SHOW US FAVOR! WE ARE OMY 
WILL DIE WHO DEFY THE & GHOSTS NOW, BUT YOU CAN GWE 
fully POWER OF THE b L/S EARTHLY FORM AGAIN IF YOU , 
eal QRUIDS! a, WILL! 
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Te NEXT DAY LADY SEELEY MISTRESS OF 


NO DOUBT YOU HAVE HEARD OF THE 
PELHAM MANOR, HAS AN GARLY CALLER... 


TRAGEDY IN THE GROVE, LADY SEELEY? 
THE PLACE KNOWN AS DRUID'S CASTLE! 
THE MAYOR JM I MUST SEE YOU, LADY) A POOR FELLOW NAMED ALF BARNES: 
OF THE SEELEY! IT IS MOST yg WAS FOUND HORRIBLY 
VILLAGE, URGENT! MURDERED! I KNOW, AND I 
MAM ! le =~ || AM _TERRIBLY SORRY, 

i. 4 f 


BUT WHAT CAN L 


'F 
fg! VA 


FRANKLY, LADY SEELEY, fo y OH, OEAR, I DON'T KNOW CALL /S PUT THROUGH 
THE VILLAGERS THINK IT IS WHAT I CAN DO, YET I} TO CHRISTOPHER FENN /N 
YOUR RESPONSIBILITY, SINCE | MUST 20 SOMETHIVG.! I SUPPOSE ¥ LONDON.. 
THE STONES ARE ON YOUR / 7HAT TALK ABOUT THE GROVE BEING = 
PROPERTY! THIS IS NOT WAUNTEO 1S NONSENSE — BUT I uml CHRIS, DARLING! YOU SIMPLY 
THE FIRST MURDER, YOU MIGHT CALL CHRIS FENN ANO ASK Eig] MUST HELP ME OUT! AREN'T 
KNOW —AND FOLKS THINK \q 5 U1 YOU A PSYCHIC EXPERT OR 
THE GLADE IS HAUNTED! BALE | herd SOMETHING? GOOD — I 
a De | (/N| THOUGHT So! WELL, 
leery THERE'S BEEN A 
b Ty MURDER IN DRUID'S 
FANN CASTLE, AND... 


rt, 


{ WILE IW LONDON, CHRISTOPHER FENN 

LISTENS WITH CLOSE ATTENTION... / Yes, MR. FENN! 
“ SHE |S WAITING 

FOR YOU IN 

\ THE STUDY! 


at HELLO, HIGGINS! I 
DRUID GHOSTS, EH* YOU A viagy BELIEVE LADY SEELEY 
MUSTN'T SCOFF AT THE IS EXPECTING ME 4 
VILLAGERS, DEBRA! IT IS AND My CANINE 
QUITE POSSIBLE — THERE \ PAL HERE! 
ARE GHOSTS YOU KNOW! ww 

I'LL COME RIGHT DOWN oN " 

AND BRING OLD OW 

DRUM WITH ME! PD 


a 


Ue NEXT MORNING, FENN /S SHOWN ABOUT THE {SO YOU'VE GOT AN OLD ROMAN CAMP ON 
GROUNDS BY LADY SEELEY...7 7) YOUR PROPERTY, AS WELL AS A SACRED 
len a = YES, POOR SITE OF THE DRUIDS! IT'S NO WONDER 
Y30 THIS IS ORUID'S Y FELLOW! WITH HIS—UGH— YOU'VE GOT GHOSTS, DEBRA! LOOK AT 
CASTLE! AND THE ) HEART CUTOUT! BUT DRUM— HE KNOWS! 

MURDERED MAN LET'S GET OUT OF HERE, . 5 

WAS FOUND _ON IT GIVES ME THE 

THIS STONE? SHIVERS! 


mS : 
UWAT EVENING AFTER LO, WOUGHT, FENN (T'S A_DEMATERIALIZER! MY OWN 
COMES TO A DECISION. Z INVENTION! BY ELECTRONIC IMPULSES 

I CAN TURN SOLID HUMAN BEINGS 
I THINK THAT YOU DO HAVE ORUID GHOSTS IN 45 INTO GHOSTS! 
THE GLADE, DEBRA! EVIL, MURDEROUS GHOSTS’ FI ENS 
SO PERHAPS IT'S JUST AS WELL THAT I 8-BUT WHAT 
BROUGHT ALONG MY Uj 7. ~ ee ARE YOU GOING 


Y) 

LITTLE MACHINE! Y 
BUT WHAT ON 
V7) EARTH IS IT, 
4 \ CHRIS® 


Lo =} 4 AE: 
c [ Winall a (fe <u Y ic 


YOU'LL SEE IN JUSTA } THERE! SEE HOW HE'S BEGINNING llomevrs LATER... - 
MOMENT NOW! I'LL 4 TO DEMATERIALIZE ALREADY! BUT 
PRESS THIS BUTTON DON'T BE AFRAID— IT'S QUITE LOOK! YOU CAN SEE WF WE'RE GOING 
AND TURN DRUM INTO } PAINLESS! ['VE DONE IT RIGHT THROUGH TO BECOME 
A GHOST vos! OFTEN MYSELF! DRUM NOW! OF GHOSTS, TOO? 
° /. COURSE HE'S ONLY 
A SYNTHETIC GHOST & 
BUT I THINK HE At 
CAN FOOL THE 
REAL ONES! Ann 


Lares EXACTLY WHAT FENN DOES MEAN ANO HALF AN VWeLt, HERE WE I'M GOING TO BEA 
HOUR LATER THREE GHOSTS” MAKE THEIR WAY TOWARO\ARE AND NO SIGN LITTLE DISAPPOINTED, 
DRUIDS CASTLE... - OF THE DRUIDS YET! \CHRIS FENN, IF 
I CAN'T f |'M SCAREO TO J BUT IF THEY APPEAR, OLD THERE ARE NO 
GHOSTS AFTER 


GUARANTEE ANYTHING, DEBRA, 
BUT AT LEAST WE'LL MEET THE } BUT I'LL ADMIT /BEFORE WE DO! DOGS OM Le f 


ENEMY ON COMMON GROUND! IF ARE EXTRA SENSITIVE 
WE FOOL THE DRUIDS INTO TO SUCH THINGS! 
THINKING WE'RE REAL GHOSTS, F <= 


MAYBE L CAN THINK OF 5%} 
A WAY TO DESTROY wie 


Wy 
eS) ¥ 
j yi, 


\] 


UWE GHOSTS OF THE DRUIDS F= 
STEADY, DEBRA! 


STEALTHILY CLOSE / tg WHAT 
MUS 22,%04 20 > AND REMEMBER, 
MORE STRANGERS! Ie HERE /W OUR } WE'RE SUPPOSED 
KILL THEM AS WES CHRIS! 


EASY Now, DEBRA! J 
SACRED % TO BE REAL 


DRUM SENSES ge ‘ 

SOMETHING | 0 DO THE OTHER ” THEY'RE 

AROUND US: y INTRUDER! 2 GOING TO 
Eae\ ATTACK us! 

mn = ’ 


EE 


Lat 


4 


nt ll LA re SS 
| ee) YD \ZZab : i 
HE WE ARE ALSO GHOSTS, 


BUT WHAT ARE YOU DOING 
rx THOUGH NEWLY DEAD! 


STAND BACK, CHIEF OF THE 
DRUIOS! WE ARE UNDER THE HERE, IN OUR CASTLE? YOU 
PROTECTION OF THIS MISTLETOE, J WAVE NO RIGHT HERE, SINCE SO YOU SEE THAT WE 
YOUR OWN SACRED HOLLY WHICH YOU ARE NOT DRUIDS.’ ANSWER, HAVE NO QUARREL WITH 
YOU ARE BOUND TO RESPECT! ANO /F YOUR ANSWER /5 NOT §\ YOU! AND SINCE WE 
BESIDES, WE SATISFACTORY, YOU WILL BE CAME HERE BY ACCIDENT, 
COME IN r < AND ARE NO LONGER 
HUMAN, THERE WOULD 


FRIENDSHIP! 
# ANSWER | CHR/S KNOWS ] BE NO POINT IN 
WHAT HE'S SACRIFICING US / 


DOING ! THESE 
CREATURES 
UX GIVE ME THE 


As ORUM TEARS AT THE { COME ON, YOU TWO, RUN I JUST REMEMBERED SOMETHING —AND 
THROAT OF THE ORUIO, ALL 4 FOR YOUR LIVES! HEAD I HOPE |'M RIGHT! ROMAN CAMPS WERE 
/§ CONFUSION, ANO FENN FOR THE OLD ROMAN ONCE A SANCTUARY AGAINST THE 
CAMP! IT'S OUR ONLY LF DRUIDS, WHO WERE AFRAID TO ENTER 
THEM! MAYBE THESE GHOSTS WILL 
mh OBSERVE THE SAME LAW! 7 


i! 


il ail 


B LIETER A TIME, FENN AND LADY SEELEY tamn 
se RESUME THEIR NATURAL FORM, ANO AS aml 
CHEATED! TC] STAND BACK, DRUIDS! WE CLAIM YE) 7#E SUV RISES. .- r : 
WE CANNOT THE SANCTUARY OF THIS CAMP! 4 7 IT WAS TERRIBLE, 
WARM THEM )\ EVEN GHOSTS MUST ABIDE BY NOTHING To WORRY \ BUT I’M GLAD WE 
Now: THE ABOUT Now! THEY SAVED THAT J 
IT's [ CAN'T DO NO HARM 

WORKING! . IN PAYLIGHT! BUT 

I'VE GOT TO FIND 

DRUM! ym 


BUT THAT IS NOT QUITE, 
1 ; DESERTED! BUT THE NATIVES TELL THE END OF THE STORY! 
DRUM! BRAVE OLD DOG: HE STORIES OF A GHOSTLY DOG WHO THE DRUIDS WERE NEVER 
GAVE UP HIS LIFE FOR US! HAUNTS THE ORUWIO'S CASTLE ANO SEEN AGAIN —AND I 
HOWLS AT THE PALE MOON.-- KNEW THAT IT IS THE 
aT = GHOST OF DRUM, A 
REAL GHOST THIS TIME, 
WHO KEEP THEM AWAY! 


I" 


The wean X 
OF A MURDERER 
LIVED ON AND 
MANAGED TO 
STRIKE AGAIN, 


TURK BROWN.’ A 
KILLER, BUT A GENS! 
I'VE GOT TO GET A IF I GOULD ONLY WORK 
800Y OR ALL OF MY WITH HIS BRAIN! LL CALL 


WORK /5 /N VAIN... THE WARDEN... THIS COULD 
WAIT..- ir WELL BE MY SOLUTION! 
Q 


» LMORTON WAS IN LUCK... { IT'S ALL OVER NOW... 


FOR HIM TO HAVE THE 
BODY OF A DOOMED 
MURDERER 


RIGOR MORT/S 


HAS ALREADY f§ 


HE OPERATION WAS 
SWIET AND ACCURATE, 


FINGERS TREMBLED 
WITH A BURNING = 


HE'S ALL YOURS, DOC. 
DIDN'T HAVE A RELATIVE 
IN THE WORLD! Z 


THE BRAIN MIUST STILL 
BE PLIABLE! THIS /5 A 
VERY SPECIAL BRAIN! 


THERE! 17'S DONE! 
STILL LIVING, HEALTHY 
ANO AFTER /T RESTS 
A &IT, REAOY TO 
WORK WITH... _) 


LNA FEW DAYS THE 
EXPERIMENT WAS 
UNDER WAY... GEORGE 
NORTON WAS 
ATTEMPTING TO 
CONTACT THE BRA/N 
OF A O£AD MAN. 


DUR 


ARE YOU STILL 
PUTTERING AROUND 
WITH THAT AWFUL 

THING, GEORGE.. 


THE STRANGE 
OCCUPATION OF 
THOUGHT EXCHANGE 
WITH THE DEAD 
MAN'S BRAIN..+ 


VIBRATIONS 
CORRECT...MUSTN'T 
RUSH THIS NOW..- 
HAVE TO RESTRA/N 
MY EAGERNESS. 


PUTTERING! MARY, 
I'VE ACTUALLY 
CONTACTED TURK 
BROWN! HIS BRAIN 
STILL LIVES! 


CONTACT! THE BRAIN HAS 


ACTUALLY CONTACTED ME: 
COME IN HERE! 


MARY ! 


\ 


TURK BROWN |S 
DEAD, GEORGE, AND 
HIS BRAIN HAS NO 


TELL YOU NOTHING 
BUT EviL! 


'M_ SORRY, MARY, BUT 
NOTHING YOU SAY WILL 
PREVENT ME FROM 
WORKING ON THIS 
EXPERIMENT! 


{... L307 A CHANGE WAS COMING OVERS 
GEORGE NORTON... TURK BROWN'S ; 
INFLUENCE WAS SEEPING THROUGH 4 


TO TELL ME 
TODAY, EH, 


THE SCIENT/ST'S OWN PERSONAL/7TY- 


He, 
Gig 


Or MGHT MARY NORTON WAS 
STARTLED FROM HER SLEEP... S— SHOULDN'T I'LL MANAGE 
WE CALL THE THIS, DON'T 


GEORGE! WAKE UP, GEORGE! THERE'S POLICE? WORRY ! 


my POMEONE PROWLING 
AROUND DOWN- 


I—I KNOW I WAS 

ABOUT TO 00 Some-J We'LL HAVE TO 

THING WRONG! I'M _{ CALL THE POLICE 
WHAT WERE YOU ) ( sHooT Me, }| SORRY! I DIDN'T ¥ \ ANYWAY, SON: 
DOING IN HERE® /;\  misTER! TAKE ANYTHING 


NO, WE DON'T NEED 
THE POLICE TO SETTLE 
OUR SCORE! I TOLD 
YOU I'D MANAGE 


GEORGE! WHY DID you? 


HE WAS ONLY A Boy... 
AND HE WASN'T 
ARMED... OH, GEORGE, 
HOW COULD 

NOW YOU 


CALL THE 
POLICE IF 
YOU WISH! 


HE WAS AN INTRUDER—Y TOO BAD IT HAD TO (T'S THAT EVIL BRAIN THAT'S 


AND IN THE DARKNESS l, . MAKING YOU LIKE THIS, GEORGE. ] 


I WAS CERTAIN HE A y 
POINTED A GUN AT Y WITHIN YOUR RIGHTS... 
j ME! HE WAS$ AN INTRUDER! 


THE BRAIN IS MY VERY LIFE, YOU 
FOOL! I'LL NEVER DESTROY IT! THEN I WILL! =f DON'T YOU 
NEVER DO YOU HEAR! IT'S TURNING By : DARE TOUCH 
J THAT BRAIN! 


NEVER! I WON'T x 
Ty WARNING ) EVE ANOTHER YOU'RE QUITE RIGHT MY DEAR... YOU 
STOP! yum EVIL THING WON'T LIVE ANOTHER DAY! IT'S TOO 
i | ERSTAND HOW 
IMPORTANT 


. Me | 


YOU NEVER THOUGHT |'D DO THIS) 
DID YOU, MARY? IT'S RATHER A 
PLEASURE! I'M SURPRISED I 
DION'T THINK OF IT LONG 

, AGO! 


I KILLED My WIFE! 

SHE WAS RIGHT! 

IT'S THE BRAIN Y¥ 
) THAT'S DOING 

THIS TO ME! ¥ 


MY HEAD! BURSTING... 
GOING BLIND... CAN'T FEEL 
ANYTHING... T—THE BRAIN 
IS TAKING ME WITH IT! 


MARY! MARY, = 
DARLING ! WHAT 
HAVE I DONE? 


I'LL DESTROY IT FOR, 
YOU, MARY! NOW TURK 
BROWN, YOU'RE 
FINISHED FOREVER! 


4 HAVE ANSWERED 
MAN LIKE HIM ) THAT, FELLOW... IF 
KILL HIS OWN HE DIDN'T HAVE 
| THE HEARTATTACK 
THAT TOOK HIM, 
Too! 


eS 
WWE HUNOREO YEARS AGO 
ly /N A FORTRESS ON THE RHINE, 
® A MAOMAN— THE LOKRO OF 
B] MADER, CREATED A MAID 
OF /RON, WHOSE HEART 
HELD, HIODEN BENEATH THE 
IRON RIBS, THE SECRET OF 


<> 


“4 


AHH — BUT SHE'S 

A FAIR ONE —AND ——~, 
SHELL BE LONG age 
REMEMBERED... A 


THOSE WHO 

CAME 70 KNOW HER 

WERE MANY —8UT 70 

KNOW HER WAS 7O 
DIES 


L3ur QVER 


THE CENTURIES 

IN THE GRIM 

CASTLE ON 
THE RHINE... 


BUT SOON I ® 


KNOW OUR 
B= WA/TING /S TO 
ame SE ENDED... 


YES, IN A FEW DAYS 
YLL BE IN MADER 
CASTLE. WELL, MR. 
MAT TERMAN, YOU'RE 

ON YOUR WAY 


Ye LONELY GHOSTS OF THE 
MAIDEN'S VICTIMS... AWAIT 


AYE, MY 
BROTHERS — 


YES, JOHN... WITH MY OLD 
FAMILY CONNECTIONS, I'VE 
WANGLED AN OPTION ON OUR 
ANCESTRAL HOME... MADER 
CASTLE ON THE RHINE... 


THAT WILL BE 

SWELL FOR, 

YOUR HORROR 
MUSEUM... 


=Y 
NOTHING WILL ao 
S70P ME! AT ANY 
COST MY TORTURE 
MUSEUM WILL 
SUCCEED. 


COMES 7O MADER... CAN YOU 

TAKE ME TO YOU ARE GOING 
MADER TO AN EVIL PLACE, 
CASTLE? MEIN HERR! 


MADER Lino BEN MATTERMAN 


Showy THEY i 
NEARED THE YES, IT/S GRim! IT WILL DO FINE 


ANCIENT WHEN WE OPEN IT TO THE TOURISTS 
SCARRED WALLS 

OF MADER ACH... YOU VILL BE 

CASTLE.. OPENING TO MUCH 


‘ LYUATTERMAN 
I WONOER WHERE | S ENTERS THE BETTER LOOK 


THE WORKERS I EMPTY HALL... UPSTAIRS... =z 
HIRED ARE? , — Suen GUESS THEYRE Ty 


5 i. = WORKING ON #4 


_ THE ROOMS... 


OON'T HEAR AN’ YONE. 
BUT THERE'S A LIGHT 


THEN— WHO's. - 
THAT CORPSE IN 
A THE BEDROOM 


x HIRED TO PUT THE 


CASTLE IN HH 


DOT WAS JOHANN... HE WAS CURSE THE LUCK...BUT WAIT! 
PAINTING WHEN HE FELL FROM IF 17 EAN LOOK LIKE A GHOST. 
THE SCAFFOLD... ANO THE FALL WHAT PUBLICITY! A REALLY 
BROKE HIS NECK! HAUNTED CASTLE —/LL 
CLEAN UPS 


a ei HE MUST BE 
COMEON ANG: HECE Ha BURIED... PROPERLY! 
ME! WE'LL TAKE THE 

BODY TO THE DUNGEON... 


HMM... HE MIGHT TALK. 
‘LL GET RIO OF THEM 
807TH — ONE PLISH ON 
THESE STONE STAIRS... 


dilarreaman's PLAN 
WAS FOOLPROOF. 
$0 HE THOUGHT.. 


*. Lsor THE RISING 
OUST SLOWLY TAKES 
FORM... - 


8 at 


: IN 08% 
Ee S 


p) 


yy 


Sano zr... "% 
TWAS THE 
BARON 

HAROL.. 


= .. AND THESE 
= ARE MY CHILDREN... 


FEET 
TALL 


In Authentic Colors With 
GLOW in the DARK EYES 


PF vust imagine your friends shock 
when they walk into your room and 
see the “Monster” reaching out— 
bigger than life-Frankenstein, the 
original man-made monster,’ that 


creation of evil genius that terror- 


ized the world. A giant 7 feet tall, 
his eyes glow eerily as his hand 
reaches out—as aweful and sinister 
as the wildest nightmare. Yes 

Frankenstein is 7 feet tall, in au- 
thentic colors on durable polyethe- 
lene, and so lifelike you'll probably 


ONLY $] 
find’ yourself talking to him, Won't 


ti TEN DAY FREE TRIAL 
you be surprised if he answers? 


Comes complete with eyes that glow i 
ven tn the pitch dark fora spacial fF Nonor House dept 472MR76 = 
f Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


Boney the Skeleton, And then there a 
is Boney—stark scary with nothing 2% Rush me my 7 foot tall glow in the dark ~s 
monsters. Send me [> Frankenstein [) Boney the Skeleton 


left but his bare bones, A 7 foot 
monster out of the grave—his 
| enclose $1 plus 25c for postage and handling for each. 
If | don't get shivers of delight, | can return my pur: 


bones white, his eyes staring—even 
glowing in the dark. 
chase within 10 days and you will refund the full pur- 


Money Back Guarantee, 


Just send $1.00 plus 25¢ to cover chase price. 
postage and handling for each mons 
ter you want. Your money back if not NAME 
satisfactorily horrified. ‘Sa 
ae . ciTy STATE zip 
lt New York State Residents please add sales tax.= = a 
SECRET BOOK SAFE 20 COURSE HOME STUDY PROGRAM 
With Com! i ONLY 


KARATE}Ni 


JUDO, BOXING, SAVATE, 
metric Muscle Building, 
Endurance, Stunts, etc. 


Here is what you get! 
© 20 best KARATE Blows and Chops 
SAVATE French foot fighting 
© Nerve center anatomy chart 
© JUDO throws, Jiu Jitsu holds 
Be isometric muscle building course 
© Endurance Exercises and lots more 


Karate Practice 
and Nerve Center Chart 


Only You Can Open so 


Only 


syee 


PPK 


22 CAL. 
PELLET 


FIRING 
“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size “James Bond" 
style German Automatic 5¥2 inches long — 4% 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
discovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 


locked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself have set it, Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
leather binding to look just like a real book, Just send 
$1.00 plus 25¢ postage and handling for each book 
safe you want. Money back if you are not satisfied. 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT. 472BS76LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 


Satisfaction guaranteed or money back. Send 

just $1.00 plus 25c for postage and handing to: 

GUARANTEED DISTRIBUTORS DEPT. 472KR76 
LYNBROOK, N.Y, 11563 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


you can pull the trigger with realistic moving 
slide action. Great for fast action combat—type 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal, pellets free 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not satisfied 
Just send $1.25 plus 25¢ Not sold in NY City. 
HONOR HOUSE. 
Dept. 472PK76 11563 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical Illusion 


Lynbrook, N.Y. 


PELLET 
FIRING 
“STINGER AUTOMATIC” \ 


50 22 CAL. PELLETS FREE 
Looks and Feels Like Real Pocket 
Automatic — Loads 15 Shots 


© Sharp and 
Tough 

© Stainless 
Stee! Blade 


9” Overall Length Flips 
5” When Closed openin 
© Opens instantly Techs auto: 


plus 25¢ to cover post 


matically to 
prevent acci 
dental closing 

Razor sharp 
tough stainless 
steel biade for re. 
liable use and hard. 

long service Money 
back in 5 days if not 
satisfied. Send $2.75 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
— you put on the "X-Ray" Specs and hold your 


Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigrer. Great for 
fast action combat-type target prac: 
tice. 50 re-usable 22 cal. pellets 
free. Free supply of targets. Money 
back if not satisfied, Just send 
$1.00 plus 25r for postage and 


© 


handling to: Honar House Dept. 472RA 76 


Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 _Not sold in WY City. 


age and handling 


SPORTS MO Div. 


Dept. 4728176 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you ‘‘see" under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook, N.Y. Dept. 472XR76, 


DESTROY 7115 Si 
HE 


2 EVIL SON OF /RON MAIDEN ARISES. 


THE MADERS... AND OPENS HER ARMS. 


Py 


‘AND NOW... 
INTRUDER — 
You DIE! 


AT LAST 

THE MAID OF 

/RON PERFORMS i 
JUSTICE... 


os 
CASTLE HAD WAITED. YY 


17S VENGEANCE WA; fi 4, 
COMPLETE: y y 


SS 


T HIS PLIBLICITY— BUT MADER 
CASTLE — /TS PRICELESS TREASURES AND /75 
SECRET— HAD CEASED TO BE.:- 
WERE AT PEACE. 


UDP 


